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lovefool 
by maanyaa 


(we ın 200۱ eni languages 


(ings hasc gme rotan Since we las! 
Spoke 
| MS you an ۹ i dun! 


allas myself to bridge 


۲ SUM look für wu in lhe ۲ 
of my wet bas held barbo by 
Sagging limber 

oh ho kk my house craks 
wd Ihe whit of barely making 
a ung B 
And ya ۲ right 

i wish i could just fell you 
thal yo weve V it | 

{is greyscale monolony we potualco 
MW wilh each alar Sams 


vi IN ۵ iS 

after yu Stopped ۸۵ me ty 
Cuddle fem Your wsc 

i loved yu Mm languages 1 
didnt speak yet. 


Venus m Room 202 
ive found love 


in the crevices of hotel rooms 

as im Sold | for the bw low 
price of a compliment 

lo the gentleman of the bor 
and hes Twice mu age 

My perfor manes of half are 
{he chow do his Sobs 

oh how he misses his adolescence 
on his ۵۵۶ he 

Wor Shi ps ar my 

twisted altar 

eys squeezed shul as he 
fies not lo picture his 

per leh wife waiting 

at my wast i am still 
the sn Gated md disgusted 
goddess of low ۱ 


(sb eSCOS 


ONL ML Iwo Uhousand years 
of asbestos 

ike ber kept apart ov JEA 
fused in purgatory 

for etevnil ies 

As i gnash and Scream and. 
Cae and fade into 

a love that wont ke me 


cum 


JUST FRIENDS 


Me lat man who ۸ 
| beef ond مسا‎ 


| he REL my a A 
with his blood hke o 
p ow 1 will spend m 


۱ ff 
s Y alek d above th 


between his fingers 1 + 
— he tuned me ۲ j 


- . Speculatwig 
k 2 


6 ufe place 
i ۷۱ hw mk kly w 


nn hope E Wwe Wi 
be samet hing Salgo 


۱ Unable to 


= En my deav frend 
MO pe as ! kared 


WE Projects 
i dm wailing kx a sqm Wal 
Anis ss what dreams Ke made 
you 1l me again od ooo that 
ro one could eve want me 
aS you cave al your fovearm¢ 
Ink at you Lulgng eyer 
you SCveom 


look al your wieiched kmgue 


۱ you wail 
han Ne com | love you b with | 
nn cod c : 

chain S 


۱ ned Vo build a Sky scraper 
with YMY < coke dl Spme 


| ned fo waley ow plants 
wilh yow wrung jugular 


MEN Sal ML agan ow agan {hot 
loving Mma SG back “breaking wurk 
and ۱ A Ores à 


N era fing 
Still 


afternoon - 


Cacaphony. 


She wil be replaced 
in ۵ 
Swing Snow ON 
Sweating, fingertips 
in July 
kw a second we brace 
for ۵۵ 
together 
S 


Susas at 1:27 pm 


Uneres a knife on Ihe table 
but tonight your” hands ave 
occupied 
Wipmg your tears 
که‎ i by do dell you over and 
Ow thal dis over 
n every language ۱ Know 
bul you down out my 
whispered plas with 
Sd quies of Aspar ation 
vagame son rafael 
oh St. raphael 
tener el aqua 
Lo hove Ihe waley | 
lan cerce y 
so close and 
wo poderla beber 
no way te dvink it 


on waking up alone 
i've been thinking about you 


you lef your records here 
your eyes are in my walls 
your teeth are scattered on my pillowcases 


i haven't gotten around to picking them up 
piece by piece just yet 

i smell your decay asi force myself 

awake at night 

i see your ribcage 

dance at the foot of my bed 


all i hear is the last words you said to me 
i mean it this time i mean it 
waking up to the apparition of my care 


the problem with suf ering 
is that it feels religious if you do it right 


you taught me young and early 
didn't you baby 

worship or crumble under the 
weight of your world 

always an overachiever here i am 


doing both look 
i'm doing it baby 
why wont you just stop by to see 


Valerie 
yu desee! bele than my 
missed calls and missed dates 


Kissing in the dak with one ec 
opea kone al {he door 


valve í hope ou bad fomen 
thal ۲ yu better {han 


Une fury of muy voting Carcass 

AS you bed relentlessly to ork 
my appendages 

AS they Clung ۹ my 0 


with GARE tgaments 


youd be caessmg Me 
Such cave 


as i wold be payne 
Yor would Just go ht 


your Iwo cats 


Valerie 


0 


) hope Yau land Sa 
d treaked you belle 


AA وی‎ erea 


around bellowing curses in languages i had never heard 


before. the dj kept hollering yes keep the energy up and 


the dancers swarmed around me. a cocoon of drunken 
arriors warding off this hysterical woman but i swear i 
met cupid at the club at 3 am and she cursed at me til her 
oice went hoarse. i tried my best, she said finally, having 
“tired herself out. i could barely hear her over the tongue 


jof my lover of the week. i tried my best. i tried my best. 


Valeri 


i got fire 
from jol 
hired fo 
i think i 
heartbr 
when t 

told me 


its O 
for real 
you cz 
donty 
come 
this ti 


e II 


d four times this week 

js i don't remember being 
r 

m supposed to have been 
aken 

e woman rolled over and 


ver this time we're actually 
done get your act together 
n light yourself on fire but 
ou fucking dare try me i ve 
too fucking far we're done 
me for real get the fuck out 


and yes i admit maybe it was rude for 
me to ask her what her name was again 


and yes i admit maybe it was rude for 
me to ask her why she was crying 


and yes i admit that 104 grams of meth- 
ylphenidate may have been a hair more 
than i was prescribed 


and yes i admit that maybe i should call 
my mother back 


because this started in the womb and 
recently 

my flesh has been painted with the 
white lines and white lies 

of a holy matrimony as commendable 
as my parents 

oh my god its twenty five years this 
spring 

how horrid a thought 


i beg you tell me this is alright 
tell me this is the type of thing 
my mothers dreamt up 

when they flew across the world 
bleeding 

rivers 

of new life 

into airplane seats 

fit for 

half 

a girl 
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humming softly in the shadows 


i think everyone likes to pretend 
that when they're falling in love 
they're inventing something entirely holy 


i dont believethat other people have 
felt as sweet 
asi did in his arms at that cheap hotel 


i cant imagine that anyone has ever 

felt divinity so pure 

right in between their f ngertips 

asi did when i was playing with his curls 


i don't think anyone has ever listened to frank sinatra 
in the way he was meant to be listened to 

but i did that night at 3 am 

in between too crisp hotel sheets 


it couldn't have been love 


~~» but tell me other people have felt 
“ ecstasy at the 
caress of an index f nger 
u lazily caressing their back h 
do as they try to turn away 


| 
with sinatra humming sof ly in the shadows 


E 21 a 


lover cat figurine man 


there isn't much to be said anymore. i guess one last story 
is warranted. i'll allow myself one last story. 


the first time i let myself eat alone was at a japanese iza- 
kaya. you know those dimly lit labyrinths, crawling with 
booths for one, booths for one, booths for one. my sum- 
mer lover was on his way to the airport and i didn’t know 
it yet but that was the last happy day of my year. 


i ordered a bowl of noodles and read some murakami. 
there’s this passage from that night that haunts me. 

“i really like you, midori, a lot; 

‘how much is a lot’ 

‘like a spring bear.“ 

a spring bear. i think about my spring bear more than 
i've thought about my mother recently. or eating right. or 
forgetting him. i think about my spring bear a lot. 


a few months later since that first time, i had another 
first. a halloween in love with someone who hadn't called 
me back in weeks. i don’t know how i got here but really, 
really i do. this japanese izakaya is populated by nobody 
but me and the staff. dressed in black like flies they flutter 
between the labyrinthine corridors bored and uninspired. 
bouts of shouts erupt every four minutes from a booth 
behind me, the owner i assume is yelling in shrieks at her 
son, sitting worlds away. 


“your exams are coming up so soon how many times i 
say how many times do i have to beg you to stay off your 
games and you're going to forget everything if you don't 
keep revising over and over and” softening slowly, “please 
get off your ipad baby i'll be home soon.” 


my favorite thing about this city is when coolios gangstas 
paradise plays at midnight in an upscale japanese restau- 
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rant of which i am a sole tourist, trying to order 
vegan food in mandarin. there is none. i order a 
side of edamame. my sole meal for today. 


i miss him in waves and this one takes longer than 
most to moor. there“ a tiny figurine of a man with 
a briefcase sitting at eye level. his briefcase hangs 
to his side and he looks plainly down at his bowl 
ofrice. he has the peace of the two lover cats i saw 
earlier as i was looking for solitude in a city full to 
the brim with people wearing corner store rubber 
masks painted sloppily. a performance only for 
me. a beauty no one gets but me. and i'm lucky. i'm 
lucky to still live here and be here and dance here 
and love here but beauty isn't beauty until i show it 
to him. like a child offering up her found flowers at 
the altar of her mother's approval i still wonder if 
he would find the lover cats as lovely as i did. 


i spent about a week with my summer lover, and 
two years with the girl who loved me enough for 
the both of us (until she didn't). i could count to 
you, dear, each curl of his and how they spelled 
out poetry for me from memory. i could create a 
metronome of his breath and his blinks if you won- 
dered how sitting by him sounded. i could dictate 
to you word for word every little thing he whis- 
pered to me when we were alone. it was one week 
of being held so tight i am wound in its aftershocks 
months later. i added a song to our since aban- 
doned joint playlist last night hoping hed see it. “i 
don't want to get over you.” how to get over a man 
whos skin i could paint on the back of my hands. 
you don't. 
you revise and 
you revise and 
you revise and 
you revise and 
until one of you comes home. 
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my lover of the week likes jazz. he plays his favourite solos and looks in my 
‘eyes for a glimmer of recognition. he grabs my hand under the cof ee table 
with the biggest grin on his face when he recognizes the elevator music that 
the cafe down the street from my house plays for him the morning af er. i 
queeze it back, nodding along, praising his sharp ear. he dwells in silences. 
i tell him about how my past lovers treated me, nay, worshiped me, and he 
nods knowingly, hands in his pockets, not the least bit intimidated. i can't get 
“enough of his nonchalance. i think about how well his tongue ft in my ear 
hat morning, how sweet his blood tasted when i bit his perfect shoulders. 
ecstasy in all of its forms asi try to submit to the mortifying ordeal of being 
seen. of being held. of being known. my lover of the week likes jazz. he won't 
be here tomorrow, but right now were sitting in a cafe listening to his favorite 
songs, and i can't begin to understand what he hears. 


m 


al 


the Sing 


40 daylists 
40 بر‎ and 
40 hight 
i weave Ehem carefully 
10 they Sound. like how 
our Mug, hummed in mu car 


the first lime you called me 
baby 


la ng Seal ly m mu ams 
that night u asked me 
what songs remind mt of you 


and : just laughed 


because well 


ey damn Song did 


A 
pre 


TE a | 1 or 


youre a wold a 
busy forgetting me. like 
as august qurvendeved 
to sep ember 

we weve a Summer 

dancing bikker sweetly fo 
maıfabl end 


neath of us wanted 
tho fist do Say good be 
So yor Sent me that ` 
heavenly Jon 

A Kadi of un spok: 


fuck you for thinks 
listened + anything el 


1 
i i 


yr arada 


